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Miss Le Mo,
The Favorite

Model of a

Popular
Autist,
Now WMr Gibson Has
Posed and Idealized
Ner in Many of

Nis Pictures.

The original Amerlpan girl Is found at
list, and 1 have found her! Not the Poro-
hontns on a peany, nor the girl with the
poke bannet who came ashore frst from
ikie Mayflower, but the American girl of
whom Charles Dana Glhson drew o likes
ress wlileh hls publie Hked so woll that lie
bss drawn It a hupdred {imes since then,
and which other artists llked so well thot
Abey have attempted a thousand varia-
tlons on the orlginal théme of his very
charming composition. $

For she lda living creatnre, the original
of this plettre, which has been so generally
accepted as a charneteristlc type of o
clever, well-bred, alert, healthy, young
American beauty. 1 bave seen her In the
flosh—a “‘meat” girl, as my Httle brother
used to say of a llving horse as distin-
guished from a wooden hobby. And this
Iving, breathing Gibson girl I8 o lody’s
muaid! She was Glbson's model; she posed
for him morning after mornlng In the
studlo at the top of the tall building In
Thirty-first street, Her pleture has been
Iying on every drawlng room table In New
York from the north side of Washington
sluare to the east slde of Central Park.
She lns made her wny, by the photo-
engraving process, Into the very best so-
viety In New York In this Indlrect way, and
yet she ls o lady's mald. Of course, she
isn't an erdinory lady's mald, nor a mald
for ordinary reasons. She walts on Loie
Iuller, and takes eare of Lole TFualler's
dresses, which s no morve prosale or menfal
oceupation thon to be manleure by speclal
appolotment to a rainbow or holr-dresacy
to a comet,

And It Is troe, Just as I tell It to you—
every word of It. And this Is how I know
It: One day lnst week I went to see Loie
Ifaller, and on the trim shoulders of the
dolnty Uttle'mald who opened Miss Fuller's
door for me was gracefully polsed the ofio
and only - Amerienn girl's head. I was
sturtied. T am often eompelled In the ex-
ercise of my ealllug to be grently startled
at much less startling things than this, for,
after all, the head ls distinetly a Fifth ave-
nte head, and T hed naturally expected a
head of enth avenue, When T gaw Miss
Foller (wlio s a mere lneldent In thls nar-
rative, anid about whose lecadiations and
coruseations 1 am not golng to write one
word), T sald;

“Why, If you please, does the Glibgon glrl
open your door, and have you got Homer
Davenport's Mr. Platt for a conchmnni”

“Irincess, come here!' eried Miss Fuller,
hy wary of answering my question; and the
little mald with the majestie pet name
camie #iniling Into the om, s featlier
duster in haod—smiling with the graclous
smile wileh the gifl in the Gibson ple-
tures weitrs, a8 she looks oyer her shoulder
a1t the man with the pointed beamd and the
firad face, who ls putting her opern ecloak
vor ler sntin shoulders.

“*Tell ns 41l abeut yourself, IPilncess,’
fenld Miss Iuller. And them the llttle
‘mald's faee assumed at expression of con-
iseions. diguity, and the Glbson chin was
drawn In toward the round Gibson throat
Iwllh a childish pride which made It easy
o understand how Mlss Fuller Bad chosen
Voppinecss™ for o nlekoame. Sbe had, too,
a liitle aly of knowing that she wag pretty,
and taking [t as & matter of course—an alr
lwhilel, 1 fancy, ouly netresses snd wmodels
Jacquire. It woas no affectation on her part
to kngel playfally—one could see she was
tremoendously petted—at the side of the low
Iten table and spread her elbows on the
sghinlng wood, with the serlousness of a
chlld trylng to make a good Impression.

“@Go ashead, Princess,” sald Miss Fuller.
*Who and what are you?'"

*My npame ls Rose Le Molne,” gnld the
obadlent young person. “My father was a
Frenchman and my mother was a Cuban,
I was born near Puerto Princlpe, about
150 miles from Havana, 1 can remember
vaguely the big fields of sugar cane, my
colored nurse ith the eolored handker-
chlef on her bead, and the huge sllver
weddiog ring. My mother died when 1
was a baby, and 1 was very little when my
futher brought me to Philadelphla, Then
he dled, too, and I was left In the ecire
of some Qunker people way up near Tonn-
wanda. They were very nlee to me, bul
they were poor themselves and I hoad ne
money and was worklng for my board dmd
clothes, 1 didn't mind the skim milk, but
the Hollund dresses were awful' Ilose
lookad down ot the bows of bright ribbon
on her llttle ellk apron and robbed lLor
cheek aginst Miss Ifuller's shoiider. “I
wias very lonely andl T hated not Enowlng
anythlng, and they used to make thelr bLut-
ter with a hond-churn, and wlhen I was
fourteen, just four years ago the week be-
fore last, T ran nway to Phllndelphin.'

“But how dld you get there without
money ?” asked Miss Fuller. 1 eould see
tlint she knew every item of the chill's
goalut story by beart, and was promptlng
her fest T shoulil dose one of the pulnts.

“Oh, yes! 1 forvgot to tell you about
that,’" sald the Princess, “There Ll been
n lndy boarding with us in the Summer
time. I had st up with her nizhts when
she was 1l apd ehe gaove me $10 when
sbe went back to the clty. Asyhow, I had
& ten-cent plece and two penntes wwhen T
got to Phliadelohla, and T was golng to
look for this lady and ask lher If she
woulda't engage mwe to walt on lier and
rub her shoulder the way T had done In
the Summer. And then, when 1 got there,
the honse was closed and the lady was out
of town. I dldn’t know what to do or
which Wiy to go and I began to cry, and
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An Accurate Photograph of the IModel.

then a woman who Hved mext door ecalled
out to me and asked me what was the
matter. I told her my story, nnd she took
plity on me and let me spend the nlght with
her. In thie mornlng she found a (ewporary
place for me, helplng the two nurses In
a private hospltal, and afier I bhad been
there for a while T got a sltnation with a
private famlly 1o (o general housewark.
After 8 whille I saved up & little monay
and went to New York. I hod an ldea 1
conld do bettor there and had a dreadful
time finding work: It was awfual het, the
very middle of August, and I went from
ona store to another, and everywhere 1
went I was told I had come In the slack
senson whein they were turning away glvls
Instead of taking on more.

“Ilually I went. to an agency and, just

about the tlme my money wuas nll gone, I
got n position as housemald with a very
niee famlly. I got mlong pretty well there,
but I wns not altogether contented and
the other servants made fun of me beecanse
they thought I,was stuck up. I don't
thinlk It was on aeceount of anything I
suld or Ald. I guess It was only because
I used to shut myself up In my bedroom
and read wlen my worlk was done; and
then, I suppose, 1 dld not look Just llke the
others."

“I should say not," sald Miss Fuller.

*Well, anyway," econtlunued the Iittle
mald, “one night the familyN wag working
with gzave n party and there were half a
dozen artlsty theve, Mr. Harper Pennlng-
ton was there, 1 remember, and George
De PFerest Brush and Theodore Wores nnd
some otherg I can't, remember, and I
henrd them talking nngong themselves and
saying that I wonld make a good model
I thonglif they meant I was a model
waltress, becaunse I wus trying to ba so
qulck that night. I didn't know in thoss
doys that there was such & thing as an
trtist's model, |

“Well, afier awhile, ons day the Jady 1
wag working for told me that she had a
letter from da gentleman pamed Gibson, an
arthet, who wanted to know if she would
let me pose for Wlm for a couple of honrs
some afteruoon. It #eems that he had
been walking down the street one afterncon
when I had gone out to dod an errand, snd
one of the artists whbo Lad bern at the
party was walking with him; and then Mr.
Gibson notleed me and this other man told
bim who | was and where I worked. That
was the way It all began. And then, for a
long time after that, I dldn't do anything
but pose for Mr. Glbson. He hps (done 1
don't know bow many pletures of me, but

the one I lke best I3 the one in that big |

pictore of the Horse Show that was pub.
tighed In Life. I was the gzirl sitting In
front with the Hitle DIt of a bonuet on her
head.'t

“1 knew H!" T erled, "1 knew wyou wore
the Gibson glrl the moment I saw you!"

“Tell uwa all abeut 1" demmoded Mlsa
Fuller.

“Oh, I ean'ti reiember the names of all
the different pictures, but one of them that
everybody liked was “Love Will Die." He
was awfil nice to work for—Ar, Glhson—
Just'as kind and cooElderate ns he conld be,

“1 qsed o go to the thoatre as often as |

T conlid, and after awhlle I began to think
that £ 1 could get on the stuge, eyen in
the smallest sort of & way, d wonld ke it
petter than posing. And anyhow, 1 knew
that if I went on working as o model 1

should probably bluve to poss for the nude,

sopbner of later, and I ecoulda't qolte make
up my wind to that, After I had thought
about K a lot, T told My, Glbsen ane day I
thought I would do It after ali; asd then,
jist as I was getting ready ke said: ‘Never
mind, Hose; 'vo chadged my mind; I will
do sompthing else. *!

O] for Gibson!' exelalmed Misd Pulloy,
“fhat 18 the nicest story 1 have ever heavd
about Win™* A £

*No one knows how ‘niee he is who
hasa't worked for him." continwed the
fittle mald. “Baf, auyhow, I got & position
as chorus girl at the Olympia afier o while,
and then Barah Bernhardt's company camp
to New York and I got in as oue of the
extras In her ecast. T loved this"—pnd the
Princess eclasped ber baAnds enthuslas-
tleally—*"I never got tlred of hearing her
volee and watehing her gesturas, and, al-
though I could hardiy speak any I'rench

at all when the eagagement began, before
/ y |
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she left town 1 conld make out mearly
every word she said."

“You pleked up some of her wags, teoo,”
gald Mlss Fuller; “you have got a knack of
moving your hands with the same loose
turn of tho wridt that evervbody notlees In
Bernhardt,”

“put how,” suld I, “could anyholy who
made eyven the humblest start on the stage
he willlyg to give It up and bepome o
mald—gven your putld, Miss Puller?® |

“Pell ws, Trlncess,” sald Miss Fuller,
“why did you come here to be starved aml
heaten and abosed 7*

“Well," sald the Princess, dwelling on
the lingual consonaut In her protty little
way, “you gee, Mme. Deruhardt's engage-
ment was n short one, and when she wont
away I thought I would like to be in a

comfortable bome for awlile, nnd then''—

this with a sudden burst of confdence—
‘I dld love to connect myself with any-
thing theatrlenl. 8o, when Mr. Marahall
P. Wilder, whom I have knowa for a very

|
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long time and who has been very good to
me, told me that you wonted a mold, 1
thought I woulll be very lucky If 1 conld
set the sliuation, and I guess 1T was.” The
'rincess looked apologetienlly at  Allss
Fuiler aud sniffed affectlonately at that
Indy's plump white Daiml

“Whon I saw you,” she continved, “of
conrze I wanted to stay with yom'*
“Isn't it all lovely™ said Miss Taller.
Rust mway now, DPrincoss, dear.’

T don't kpow' what I am golng to do
with ber,' salldl L Lolé, when the ilttle
Prinicess had closed the door behind her.
“Slhie s really not fitted for service, and I

“

s golng to be an actress seoner or later,
and I hope T shall he alble to help her
mnke a start In good eompiuny.'

And shen 1 had talked to Miss Fuller
about other mutters for a tline and taken
my leave, T waondefed, ns I hurrled homp,

Just plny “with her all the time. But she |

DABEBLING IN ART.

The Latest Society Fad with Soma Womsn
Now Is tz Hire a Studic and
Pose as a Real Live Artist,

At present the s'pecinl fod of many so-
clety women g o fgure as artists. The
majorlty of them ean paint Just as they
can play the pigno, and in trylng to turn
a mere accomplishiment Intd a profeesion
they make themselves ridiculous to eyen
thele best friends. If they were satlsfied
to stay at home and dabble with thelr
canvases no fanit conld be found with
them, lut that would not do at all, as It
savors too mucly of the old time befors
womsn was cmaneipated, It sulte then
much Better to'bife o room In one of the

- GIRU IV REAL CIFE

rl

studlo -hu.llr.ungn. There they can pose as

whether T should ever see the Gibson glrl

on the stage, MAID MARIAN,

Teal, lve artists, and be iu what they
terin ;e “mtwmosphere,” |
. B d
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